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" Very well/' he said mechanically. " I'll
do my best."

" Good man.   Five o'clock/'

" After that/' said Bettington firmly, " I'm
going to take a week's holiday."

It was Hone's turn to smile.

" No, I mean it. I'm going into the country
for a week to-night, if you don't mind."

"All right. See you on Monday, Don't
forget. Five o'clock latest."

Bettington went moodily down the stairs.
Dog-Encyclopaedia ! He had touched bottom
with a vengeance. Half-past one! He
couldn't possibly do Boston's things now.
He stood at the street door, thinking. And
now he had forgotten those notes. He
stumped up to Hone's again.

"Special messenger. They ought to be
here by now," said Hone, not looking up.
" Get 'em downstairs as soon as they come."

As he wandered downstairs, wondering how
long he would have to wait, a ray of light
shot across his gloom. He would get Felicia
to go with him to Boston's. She would not
mind packing the things, while he wrote about
the dogs in Boston's sitting-room. Even
though she didn't like Boston, she would
do it for him.